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the corner he felt as though he had escaped
from a street swept by machine-guns.

He jumped on to a Hampstead 'bus. Yes,
it was half-past three. Bettington would be
there in half an hour. It couldn't be helped;
he was not going to run the gauntlet of that
street again* No, he was tired of tests, for
one day anyhow.

He looked like a sick man, palely deter-
mined to suppress some inward pain.

When the 'bus stopped, he turned abruptly
aside from the road which climbed the heath
and walked slowly up a street of quiet
houses.

Half-way he paused on the hill and looked
back. It would be pleasant to doze in a
pew of that prim, secluded, box-like church,
" Dearly bloved brethrn, Scripture movth
us ... manfold sinsawickness." The blaz-
ing afternoon sun touched the neat brass
knockers with a finger of gold, made cool
green lattices of the shutters against the white
stucco walls. In a garden full of the palest
yellow lupins, hardly more substantial than
flame in sunlight, two little girls with bobbed
black hair were talking. He peered through
the bushes at them. The smaller one stood
with her hands clasped behind her and her